

TheT ragedie of Richard D.of 

For I liauemurdred where Iflrould not kill. 

"Exit 'frith his flunk 

Weepc wretched man,IIc lay thee tearc for teare* 
Were fits a King, as woe begone as thce» 

*s4larmes y and enter the Qiteene. 

Queens* Away my Lord 5 co Barwiche prefently^ 

The day is loft, our friendes ‘are murdered^ 

No hope is left for vs; therefore away. 

Enter Prince Edward. 

Oh father flie^our men hauc left the Field* 
j. ake horfe fweete father 5 lec vs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet. Away ray Lord, for vengance come along with him.” 
Isay, wand not to expostulate; make hade. 

Or eJfe come after, Ileaway before, 

■K.Hen.Nzy (lay good Exeter, for lie along with thee. 


Enter C!fford,woitnded With an arrow in his neck?, 
C*/. He ere burnes my candle out. 

That vvhilft it lafted,gauc king Henry light, 

Ah Ldffcafter* I fcarc thine ouerthrow* 

Mor c c ] ien rny bodyes parting from my foule. 

Aly lone and feare,glude many friendes to dice* 
And now I die, that tough commixture melts, 
impairing Henry ftrengthened mifproud Torke, 

The common people fyvarme like fommer Flies; 
And whither flies the Gnats, but to the Sunne? 
And who fhines now but Henries enemie? 

Oh Phoebus thon ncuer giuen confent 
That Phaeton fliould chcckethy fierieftcedes* 
Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings fhould doe* 
And as thy father, ahd his father did, 

Giuing nofoote vnto the houfe of York?, 

I, and ten thoufand in this wofull land. 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our deathess 
And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in peace* 
Par what doth cherifh Wecdes but gentle Aire? 
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York, and Heme the fixt. 

/ad what makes robbers bold, but lenctie? 

Bootelelfe are plainces, and curelcflc are my woundes: 
Noway to flie,no ftrength to hold our flight: 

Thefoeis mercilefle,and will not pittie me, 
AndattheirhandesI hauc defemde no pitue. 

The airc is got into my bleeding wonndes, 

Andmuch effufe of blood doth make me faint: 

Come 7H<r and Richard, Warwick ?, and thereft, 

1 ftabdeyour fathers,no w come fplit my breft. 

Enter EdwardfRichard, and Warwick?, 
and Souldiers. 

lift. Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward courfe, 
And we are graft with wreathes of vidforie: 

Some troupes purfuc the bloodie minded Queene a 
That now towardes Barwich? doth poftc amaine, 

But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

Wer, No,tis imposfibie he fhould efcape: 

Forthough before his face I fpeakc the vvordes, 
lour brother Richard markt him for the o-raue 
And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 

cll f ord gr ones, and then dyes. 

V'i J a ^ ej 1 'i vhat * OLdc ’ s this that takes his heauie leauc? 
cf - A deadly gronejike life and deaths departure, 
p - . ‘ w bo it is, and now the battailes ended, 

™ n i D foe,,et him be friendly vfed. 

IVhntiM 11 " 16 C ^ oomc of mei 'cie, for tis Clifford , 

hoWdour tender brother Rutland, 

“ d tta j? d our princely Duke of York?. 

0 ^ th e gates of rorie fetch downc die head, 
C¥ord V Uccd there, 

», r d of that, let- his fupply the roomc. 

‘ S''/ 01 m r eafUrC mu ‘^ c anfwered. 

rhatnoS r 0lth that , fata 1 11 s kritch-Owlc to our houfe, 

Chti 8 5 ,ng t0 vs buc blood and dcath , 

Cld •ni° d R ng t0 " g “ e no more ftal l %eake. 

• hhmkchis vndcrftanding is berefo 


Say 







